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MANNERS: 


of all Plagues which make 
Mankind their Sport, 
WES Guard me, Ye Heavens! from that 


; worſt Plague——a Court. | 
„ Midft the mad Manſions of Moor- 


fields, I'd be 

c A Straw-crown'd Monarch, in mock Majeſty ; 
Rather than Sov'reign rule Britannia's Fate, 

& Curs'd with the Follies and the Farce of State. 
“ Rather in Newgate-Walls, O let me dwell 

&« A doleful Tenant of the darkling Cell, 


© Than 


(6) 

« Than ſwell in Palaces, the mighty Store 
ce Of Fortune's Fo:ls, and Paraſites of Pow'r. 
4 Than Crowns, Ye Gods! be any State my Doom; 
&« Or any Dungeon; but———a Drawing-Room. 
«© THRICE happy Patriot, whom no Courts debaſe, 
& No Titles leſſen, and no Stars diſgrace. | 
& Still nod the Plumage o'cr the brainleſs Head; 
« Still o'er the faithleſs Heart the Ribband ſpread. 
% Such Toys may ſerve to ſignalize the Tool, 
Jo gild the Knave, or garniſh out the Fool: 
« While You, with Ronan Virtue arm'd, diſdain 

„ The tinſel Trappings and the glitt'ring Chain: 
Fond of your Freedom, ſpurn at the venal Fee, 
& And prove He's only Great who dares be Free. 


Tus ſung Philemon in his calm Retreat, 
Too wiic for Pow'r, too virtuous to be great. 


Bur whence this Rage at Courts? reply'd his Grace, 
Say, is the mighty Crime, to be in Place ? 

Is that the deadly Sin, mark'd out by Heav'n, 

For which no Mortal e'er can be forgiven ? 

Muſt All, All ſuffer who in Courts engage, 

Down from Lord Steward, to the puny Page ? 

Can Courts and Places be ſuch ſinful Things? 

The ſacred Gifts and Palaces of Kings. 


So 


A Pract may claim our Rev'rence, Sir, Town; 
But then the Man its Dignity muſt crown : 
Tis not the Truncheon, or the Ermine's Pride, 
Can ſkreen the Coward, or the Knave can hide. 
Let STAIR and + *** head our Arms and Law, 
The Judge and General muſt be view'd with Awe : 
The Villain then would ſhudder at the Bar; 
And Spain grow humble at the Sound of War. 


War Courts are ſacred ? when I tell your Grace, 
Manners alone muſt ſanctify the Place. 
Hence only each its proper Name receives; 
Haywood's a Brothel ; * /Vhite's a Den of Thieves: 
Bring Whores and Thieves to Court, you change the 
Scene, 


St, 7— 's turns the Brothel, and the Den. 


WHro would the courtly Chapel holy call, 
Tho' the whole Bench ſhould conſecrate the Wall; 
While the trim Chaplain, conſcious of a See, 
Cries out my King, I have no God but thee : 


+ It is to be lamented that the Barrenneſs of the preſent 
Times obliges the Author to truſt to Poſterity, for the Supply 
of a proper Character in this Place. . 

* Dr. SWI r ſays, That the late Earl of Ox ro Rp, in 
the Time of his Miniſtry, never paſs'd by V hite's Choco- 
* late-houſe (the common Rendezvous of infamous Sharpers 
and noble Cullies) without beſtowing a Curſe upon that fa- 
* mous Academy, as the Bane of half the Eglise Nobility. 


Lifts 
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Lifts to the Royal Seat the aſking Eye, 
And pays to George the Tribute of the Sky ; 
Proves Sin alone from humble Roofs muſt ſpring, 
Nor can one earthly Failing ſtain a King. 


Br SH OPs and KinGs may conſecrate, tis true; 
Manners alone claim Homage as their Due. 
Without, the Court and Church are both prophane, 
Whatever Prelate preach, or Monarch reign; 
Religion's Roſtrum Virtue's Scaffold grows, 
And Crowns and Mitres are mere Raree-ſhows. 


In vain behold yon rev'rend Turrets riſe, 
And Sarum's ſacred Spire ſalute the Skies: 
If the lawn'd Levite's earthly Vote be ſold, 
And God's free Gift retail'd for Mammon Gold; 
No Rev'rence can the proud Cathedral claim, 
But Henley's Shop, and Sherlact's are the ſame. 


WHENCE have St. Stephen's Walls ſo hallow'd been? 
Whence ? From the Virtue of his Sons within. 
But ſhould ſome guileful Serpent, void of Grace, 
Glide in its Bounds, and poiſon all the Place ; 
Should e'er the facred Voice be ſet to Sale, 

And o'er the Heart the golden Fruit prevail ; 
The Place is alter'd, Sir, nor think it ſtrange, 
To ſee the Senate ſink into a Change. 
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Or Court, or Church, or Senate-houſe, or Hall, 
MANN ERS alone beam Dignity on all. 
Without their Influence, Palaces are Cells ; 
* Crane-Court a Magazine of Cockle-ſhells ; 
The ſolemn Bench no Boſom ſtrikes with Awe, 
But /7e/tminſter's a Warehouſe of the Law. 


Tusk honeſt Truths, my Lord, deny you can, 
Since all allow that ManNxeRrs make the MAN”. 
Hence only Glories to the Great belong, 

Or Peers muſt mingle with the peaſant Throng. 


Tho' ſtrung with Ribbands, yet behold his Grace 
Shines but a Lacquey in a higher Place: | 
Strip the gay Liv'ry from the Courtier's Back, 

What marks the Diff rence twixt My Lord and Jack? 
The ſame mean, ſimple, mercenary Knave, 

The Tool of Power, and of State the Slave: 

Alike the vaſſal Heart in each prevails, 

And all his Lordſhip boaſts is larger Vails. 


WraLTHn, Manors, Titles may deſcend, tis true, 
But ev'ry Heir muſt Merit's Claim renew. 


® The Roval Society. 


N Wro 
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W Ho bluſhes not to fee a C—'s Heir 
Turn Slave to Sound, and languiſh for a * Play'r ? 
What piping, fidling, ſqueaking, quav'ring, bawling, 
What ſing-ſong Riot, and what Eunuch-ſqualling ? 
C „thy Worth all Italy ſhall own, 
A Stateſman fit, where + Nero fill'd the Throne. 


. 1 — WK — 


SEE poor Lævinus anxious for renown, 
Thro' the long Gall'ry trace his Lineage down. 
And claim each Hero's Viſage for his own. 
What tho” in each the ſelf-ſame Features ſhine, 
Unleſs ſome lineal Virtue marks the Line, 
In vain alaſs ! He boaſts his Grandfire's Name, 
Or hopes to borrow Luſtre from his Fame. 
Who but muſt ſmile, to ſee the tim'rous Peer 
Point *mong his Race our Bulwark in the War? 
Or in ſad Eugliſb tell how Senates hung 
On the {weet Muſic of bis Father's Tongue? 
Unconſcious, tho? his Sires were wiſe and brave, 
Their Virtucs only find in him a Grave. 


Nor ſo wit}: & Se pe; fee by him ſuſtain'd 
Euch hoary Honour which his Sires had gain'd. 


* 'That living Witness of the Follv, Extravagance and De- 
pravity of the Erg/ih, Farinci/o, who is now at the Court of 
Spain, triumphant in the Spoils of our Nobility, as their Py- ; 
rates are in tho of our injur'd Merchants. 
+ A Roma; Emperor remarkable for his Paſſion for Muſic. 
The Right Honourable the Earl of Cheſter field. ( 
- | To 


*: "i e 
_ , — — 
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To him the Virtues of his Race appear, 

The precious Portion of five hundred Year : 
Deſcended down, by him to be enjoy'd, 

Yet holds the Talent loft, if unimploy'd. 
From hence behold his gen'rous Ardour rite, 
To ſwell the ſacred Stream with freſh Supplies: 
Abroad the Guardian of his Country's Caule ; 
At Home a Tully to defend her Laws. 
Senates with Awe the patriot Sounds imbibe, 
And bold Corruption almoſt drops the Bribe. 
Thus added Worth to Worth, and Grace to Grace, 
He beams new Glories back upon his Race. 


Ask ye what Honour? I'll the Truth impart, 
Know, Honour, then, is Honeſty of Heart. 
To the ſweet Scene of ſocial “ Stow repair, 
And ſearch the Maſter's Breaſt, —You'll find it there, 
Too proud to grace the Sycophant or Slave, 
It only harbours with the Wiſe and Brave; 
Ungain'd by Titles, Places, Wealth, or Birth : 
Learn this, and learn to bluſh, ye Sons of Earth 
Bluſh to behold this Ray of Nature made 
The Victim of a R:bband, or Cockade. 


Ask the proud Peer, What's Honour? He diſplays 
A purchas'd Patent, or the Herald's Blaze : 


he Seat of the Right Honourable the Lord Viſcount 
Cobham. 
B 2 Or 


(12 
Or if the Royal Smile his Hopes has bleſt, 
Points to the glitt'ring Glory of his Breaſt : 
Yet if beneath no real Virtue reign, 
On the gay Coat the Star is but a Stain : 
For could I whiſper in his Lordſhip's Ear, 
Worth only beams true Radiance on the Star. 


Hrxce ſce the garter'd Glory dart its Rays, 
And ſnine round E with redoubled Blaze, 
Aik ye from whence this Flood of Luſtre's ſeen ? 
Why 2 whiſpers, votes, and ſaw Turin. 


Long Milos reign'd the Minion of Renown, 
Loud his Eulogiums eccho'd thro' the Town; 
Where'er he went {till Crouds around him throng, 
And hail'd the Patriot as he paſs'd along. 

Sce the loſt Peer, unhonour'd now by all, 

Steal thro” the Strect, or ſkulk along the Mall; 

Applauding Sounds no more ſalute his Ear, 

But his loud Pæan's ſunk into a Sneer. 

hence you'll cnquire could ſpring a Change fo ſad ? 

Why the poor Man ran military mad: 

Dy this miſtaken Maxim ſtill miſled, 

That Men of Honour muſt be cloath'd in Red. 

My Grandfire wore it, Mils cries—'tis good: 

But know the Grandſire ſtain'd it red with Blood. 

Firſt *midit the deathful Dangers of the Field, 

He ſhone his Country's Guardian and its Shield ; 
Taught 
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Taught Danube's Stream with Gallic Gore to flow 
Hence bloom'd the Laurel on the Grandfire's Brow : 
But ſhall the Son expect the Wreath to wear 

For the mock Triumphs of an Hyde-Park War? 
Sooner ſhall Bunhill Blenhbeim's Glories claim, 

Or Billers rival brave Eugene in Fame: 

Sooner a like Reward their Labours crown, 

Who ſtorm a Dunghil, and who ſack a Town. 


Mark our „ eight Youths how gallant and 1 807 
Freſh plum'd and powder'd in Review array. 
Unſpoil'd each Feature by the martial Scar, 

Lo: A—— aſſumes the God of War: 

Yet vain while prompt to Arms by Plume and Pay, 
He claims the Soldier's Name from Soldiers Play. 
This Truth, my Warrior, treaſure in thy Breaſt, 
A ftanding Soldier is a ſtanding Jeſt. 

When bloody Battles dwindle to Reviews, 

Armies muft then deſcend to Puppet-ſhews ; 
Where the lac'd Log may ſtrut in Soldier's Part, 
Bedeck'd with Feather, tho' unarm'd with Heart. 


THERE are who ſay— „ You laſh the Sins of Men, 
% Leave, Leave to Pope the Poignance of the Pen. 
«© Hope not the Bays ſhall wreath around thy Head, 
« Fannus may write, but Flaccus will be read. 
Shall only One have Privilege to blame ? 

What then are Vice and Folly Roval Game ? 3 
| Lud 
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Muſt all be Poachers who attempt to kill? 

All, but the mighty Sov'reign of the Quill ? 
Shall Pope, alone, the plenteous Harveſt have, 
And I not glean one ſtragling Fool, or Knave ? 
Praiſe, tis allow'd, is free to all Mankind; 


Say, why ſhould honeſt Satire be confin'd ? 


Tho', like th' immortal Bards, my feeble Dart 
Stains not its Feather in the culprit Heart ; 

Yet know, the ſmalleſt Inſet of the Wing 

The Horſe may teaze, or Elephant can ſting : 
Ev'n I, by chance, a lucky Shaft may pour, 
And gall ſome great Leviathan of Pow'r. 


I name not / e; You the Reaſon gueſs ; 
Mark yon fell Harpy hov'ring o'er the Preſs. 


Secure the Muſe may ſport with Names of Kings, 


But Miniſters, my Friend, are dang'rous Things. 
Who would have? anſwer what he writ 
Or ſpecial Juries, Judges of his Wit ? 


Port writes unhurt—but know, tis diff*rent quite 
To beard the Lion, and to cruſh the Mite, 
Safe may he daſh the Stateſman in each Line, 
"Thoſe dread his Satire, who dare puniſh mine. 


Tux, turn your Satire then, you cry, to Praiſe, 
Why Praiſe is Satire, in theſe ſinful Days, 


A famous Sollicitor. 
Say, 
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Say, ſhould I make a Patriot of Sir Bill? 
Or ſwear that G 's Duke has Wit at Will. 
From the gull'd Knight could I expect a Place? 
Or hope to lye a Dinner from his Grace? 
Tho” a Reward be graciouſly beſtow'd 

On the ſoft Satire of each Birth-day Ode. 


THE Good and Bad alike with Praiſe are bleſt; 
Yet thoſe who merit moſt, ſtill want it leaſt ; 
But conſcious Vice {till courts the charming Ray, 
While Virtue ſhines, not aſks the Glare of Day. 
Need I to any Pult'ney's Worth declare? 

Or tell him Cart'ret charms, who has an Ear? 
Or, Pitt, can thy Example be unknown, 
While each fond Father marks it to his Son? 


I cannot truckle to a Slave in State, | 
And praiſe a Blockhead's Wit, becauſe He's great; 
Down, down, ye hungry Garreteers, deſcend, 

Call -e Burleigh, call him Britain's Friend; 
Behold the genial Ray of Gold appear, 
And rouze, ye Swarms of Grub/treet and Rag-Fair. 


+ See theſe two Characters compar'd in the Gazezteers ; 
but leſt none of thoſe Papers ſhould have eſcap'd their com- 


mon Fate, fee the two Characters diſtinguiſh'd in the Craft/- 
man, 85 


SEE 
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Sts with what Zeal yon tiny“ Inſect burns, 
And follows Queens from Palaces to Urns : 
Tho? cruel Death has clos'd the Royal Ear, 
The flatt*ring Fly till buzzes round the Bier: 
But what avails, fince Queens no longer live? 
Why Kings can read, and Eings, You know, may give. 
A Mitre may repay his heav'nly Crown; 
And while he decks her Brow, adorn his own. 


LET Laureat C—r Birth-day Sonnets ſing, 
Or Fanny crawl, an Ear-wig on the King ; 
While one is void of Wit, and one of Grace, 
While ſhould I envy either Song or Place ? 

I could not flatter, the rich Butt to gain; 
Nor fink a Slave, to riſe /—e C. 


PzRIsH my Verſe, whene'er one venal Line 
Bedaubs a Duke, or makes a King divine, 
Firſt bid me ſwear, He's ſound who has the Plague, 
Or Horace rivals Stanbege at the Hague. 
What, ſhall I turn a Pander to the Throne, 
And lift with + B—1! to roar for Half. a- Crown? 


® A certain Court Chaplain, who wrote, or rather ſtole a 
Character of the late Q-n from Dr. Burnet's Character of 
Queen Mary. 

＋ A noted Agent to a Mob-Regiment, who is ky d to 
reward their venal Vociferations on certain Occaſions with 
Half-a-Crown each Man. | 


Sooner 
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Sooner T—r——{ ſhall with Tully vie: 
Or.: in Senate ſcorn a — 
Sooner Iberia tremble for her Fate 
From A. 58 or A——71's Debate. 


Tno' fawning Flatt'ry ne'er ſhall taint my Lays 
Yet know, when Virtue calls, I burſt to praiſe. 
Behold yon Temple rais'd by Cobham's Hand, 
Sacred to Worthies of his Native Land : 

Ages were raniack'd for the Wiſe and Great, | 
Till Barnard came, and made the Groupe compleat. 
Be Barnard there—enliven'd by the Voice, 

Each Buſto bow'd, and ſanctify'd the Choice. 


PolNxTLEss all Satire in theſe Iron Times, 
Too faint are Colours, and too feeble Rhimes. 
Riſe then, gay Fancy, future Glories bring, 
Ard ftretch o'er happier Days thy healing Wing. 


RaeT into Thought, Lo! I Britannia ſee 
Riſing ſuperior o'er the ſubject Sea; | 
View her gay Pendants ſpread their filken Wings, 
Big with the Fate of Empires and of Kings: 

The tow'ring Barks dance lightly o'er the Main, 
And roll their Thunder thro' the Realms of Spain. 


The Temple of Britiſb Worthies in the Gardens at Se, 
in which the Lord Cobham has lately erected the Buſto of Sir 
Jobn Barnard. c | 


Peace. 
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Peace, violated Maid, they aſk no more, 

But waft her back triumphant to our Shore ; 

While buxom Plenty, laughing in her Train, 

Glads every Heart, and crowns the Warrior's Pain. 
On Fancy, on! till ſtretch the pleaſing Scene, 

And bring fair Freedom with her golden Reign; 
Chear'd by whoſe Beams ev'n meagre Want can ſmile, 
And the poor Peaſant whiſtle *midft his Toil. 


Such Days, what Britan wiſhes not to ſee ? 
And ſuch each Briton, FRE D' RICK, hopes from 
Thee. 
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T HE 
STATE DUNCES. 
INSCRIBED TO 

Mr. PO P E. 


HIL E cringing Crowds at faithleſs Le- 


© { vees walt, 


State, 


And others, ſtudious to encreaſe their Store, 
Plough the rough Ocean for Peruvian Ore 


How 


ond to be Fools of Fame, or Slaves of 


(22) 
How bleit thy Fate whom calmer Hours attend, 
Peace thy Companion, Fame thy faithful Friend; 
While in thy TWwici'nham Bow'rs devoid of Care, 
You feaſt the Fancy, and enchant the Ear; 
Thies gently rolls her filver Tide along, 

And the charm'd Nazads liſten to thy Song. 


Here poaccful paſs the gentle Hours away, 
While tun-ful Science meaſurcs out the Day! 
Here happy Bard, as various Fancies lead, 
You pint the blooming Maid, or flow'ry Mead 
Sound the rough Clangour of tumultuous Har, * 
Or ſing the ravi/h'd Tendrils of the Fair ) 8 
Now melting move the tender Tear to flow, 
And wake our Sighs with ElazJa's Woe. || 
But chief to Du, ever Foc decreed. 

The Ates of Science with thy Satire bleed; f 
Ps, Pits, Panders, mingle in the Throng, 
Smart with thy Touch, and tremble at thy Song. + 


YrrT vain, O Pape! is all thy ſharpeſt Rage, 
Still ſtarv'ling Dunces perſecute the Age; 
Faithful to Fully, or enrag'd with Spite, 

Still za/?1:/5 Timons build, and Tibbalds write; 


* Homer. Rape of the Lock. 
Eleiſa to Melard. + Dunciad. + Epiltles. 


* Still 
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Still Leiſtdead tunes his Beer-infpircd Lays, 

And Rain”, in Metre, hovels forth Stanhope's Praiſe: 
Ah! V/, Victim to the Poct's Flame, 

While his e erucif thy Fame. 


Shall embrio V+; thy ftudious Hours engage, 
Live in thy 1 and pre ane thy Page; 
While Virtuc, ever-lov'd, demands thy Lays, 
And claims the tuneful Tribute of thy Praiſe ? 

Can Pope be ſilent, and not grat ful lend 

One Strain to ſing the Patriot and the Friend; 

Who nobly anxious in bis Country's Caufe, 

Maintains her Honours, and deſends her Laws 

Could I, my Bard, but equal Numbers raiſe, 

Then would I ſing for oh ! ] burſt to praiſe 
Sing how a Pult'ney charms the liſt'ning Thrones, 
While Senates hang enraptur'd on his Tongue; 

With Tully's Fire how each Oration glows, Ns 
In Tully's Muſic, how each Period flows! 


Still Fe/ftead, and Ralph] Two Authors, remarkable 
for nothing ſo much as the Figure they make in the Dxuci ad, 
where Mr. Pope has condeſccnded to drag them from Oblcurity, 
and damn them with Immortality; yet they have both ven- 
tur'd out in Print ſince they were enter'd Dunces on Record; 


the one in a few bad Verſes againſt Mr. Pope's Tafle, the other 


in a dull Epiſtle to Lord Che/ter field; but both theſe Pieces are 


entirely loſt to Fame and Memory, as their Authors are to 
Modeſty and Common Senſe. 


In- 


* we oy - 
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Inſtruct each Babe to liſp the Patriot's Name, 
Who in each Boſom breatkes a Roman Flame. 


So when the Cenius of the Raman Age 
Stemm'd the ſtrong Torrent of tyrannic Rage, 
In Freedom's Cauſę each glowing Breaſt he warm'd, 
And like a Pult ny, then a Brutus charnt'd, 


How bleſt, while we a Britiſh Brutus ſee, 
And all the Reman finds confeſt in Thee 
Equal thy Worth, but equal were thy Doom, 
To ſave Britannia as he reſcu'd Nome; 

He from a Targn' inatch'd the deſtin'd Prey, 


- 


Britannia ſtill laments as Sway. 


ARISE, my tuneful Bard, nor thus in vain 
Let thy Britannia, whom thou lov'ſt, complain: 
If thou in m-antul Lays relate her Woe, 

Each Heart ſhall bleed, each Eve with Pity flow; 
If to Revenge you ſwell the ſounding Strain, 
Revenge and Fury fire each Britifh Swain: 
Obſequious to thy Verſe each Breaſt ſhall move, 
Or burn with Rage, or ſofter: into Love. 


O let Britannia be her Poet's Care 
And laſh the Spoiler, walile you fave the Fair. 
Lo! where he ſtands amidit the eie Crow z | 
Nor Bluſhes ain his Check with crimſon Hue, | 
While 
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While dire Corruption all around he ſpreads, 
And e'ry ductile Conſcience captive leads: 

Brib'd by his Boons, behold the vena! Band, 
Worſhip the Idol they could once command: 

So Britain's now, as Fudah's Sons before, 

Firſt raiſe a Gol DEN CAL, and then adore. 


LET dull Parnaſſian Sons of Rhime, no more 
Provoke thy Satire, and employ thy Pow'r; 
New Objects riſe to ſhare an equal Fate, 
The big, rich, mighty, Dunces of the State. 
Shall Ralph, Cooke, Welſted, then engroſs thy — 
While Courts afford a H 1 , or G 
Dulneſs no more rooſts only near the Sky, 
But Senates, Drawing-rooms, with Garrets vye; 
Plump P—rs, and beardleſs Bards alike are dull, 
St. Zames's and Rag-fair, club Fool for Fool. 


Amidſt the mighty Dull, behold how great 
An Appius ſwells the T:bbald of the State; 
Long had he ftrove to ſpend his lawleſs Sway 
O'er Britain's Sons, and force them to obey ; 
But blaſted all his blooming Hopes, he flies 
To vent his Woe, and mourn his loſt E x--/e. 


Penſive he ſat, and ſigh'd, while round him lay 
Loads of dull Lumber, all inſpir d by Pay: 


\ 


D Here, 


# x 
* 
5 
| 
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Here, puny Pamphlets, ſpun from Prelates Brains; 
There the ſmooth Jingle of Coo#'s lighter Strains: 
Here, Hun ms foft lulling Opiates ſpread ; 
| There gloomy (44477: Quinteſſence of Lead: <Y 
| With thele the Staten ſtrove to eaſe his Care, 
| Fo ſooth his Sorrows, and divert Deſpair 
But long his Grief Sleep's gentle Aid denies, 
At length a fumb'rous Zr: clos'd his Eyes. 


| | | Yer vaia the healing Balm of downy Reſt, 

| To chaſe his Wor, or cafe his lab'ring Breaſt ; 

Now {ri zhtful Forms riſe hideous to his View, 
More, Stralford, Laud, and all the headleſs Crew; 
Daggers and Halters boding, Terror breeds, 

| And here a Dudliy ſwings, there Villiers bleeds. 


Now Goddeſs Dulneſs, watchful o'er his Fate, 
And ever anxious for her Child of State, | 
From Couch of Down, flow rais'd her drowſy Head, 
Forſook her Slumbers, and to Appius ſped. . 


| Awake, my Son, Awake, the Goddeſs cries, 

Nor longer mourn thy darling loft Ex--/e ; 

(Here the fad Sound unſeal'd the Stateſman's Eyes) 

Why ſlumbers thus my Son, oppreſt with Care, 

While Dulreſ rules, ſay, ſhall her Sons deſpair ? 
O'er all I ſpread my univerſal Sway, | 


K—gs, Pts, Pars, and Rulers all obey : 
Lo j 
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Lo! in the Church my mighty Pow'r I thew, 

In Pulpit preach, and ſlumber in the Pew ; 

The Bench and Bar alike my Influence owns, 

Here prate my Magpies, and there deze my Drucnes. 
In the grave Dons, how formal is my Mien, 

Who rule the Gallipots of LD, UA ν 

At Court behold me ſtrut in Purple- Pride, 

At H:chley roar, and in Crane- Cit preſade. 

But chief in Thee, my mighty Pow'r is ſeen, 

"Tis I inſpire thy Mind, and fill thy Mien ; | | 
On Thee, my Child, my duller Blefiings ſhed, | 0 
And pour my Opium o'er thy fav'rite Head ; 
Rais'd Thee a Ruler of Britannia's Fate, | 
And led Thee blund'ring to the Helin of State. þ 


Here bow'd the Stateſman low, and thus addreſt; 
O Goddeſs, ſole Inſpirer of my Breaſt ! 
To gall the Britiſb Neck with Gallic Chain, 
Long have I ſtrove, but long have ſtrove in vain ; 
, While Caleb, Rebel to thy facred Pow r, 
Unveils thoſe Eyes which thou haſt curtain'd o'er ; 
Makes Britain's Sons my dark Deſigns foreſee, 
Blaſt all my Schemes, and ſtruggle to be free. 
O had my Projects met a milder Fate, 
How had I reign'd a Baſhaw of the State ! 
How o'er Britannia ſpread m' Imperial Sway 
How taught each free-born Briton to obey ! 
D 2 No 
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No fmiling Freedom then had chear'd her Swains, 
But Aſia's Deſarts vy'd with Albion's Plains: 
Turks, Vandals, BRIT AIN ! then compar'd with thee, 
Had hugg'd their Chains, and joy'd that they were free; 
While wond'ring Nations all around had ſeen 
Ne riſe a Great Mogul, or Mazarin : 
Then had I taught Britannia to adore, 
Then led her Captive to my lawleſs Pow'r. 
NMethinks I view her now no more appear 
Firſt in the Train, and Faireſt' midſt the Fai air; 3 
Joyleſs I fee the lovely Mourner lye, 
Nor glow her Cheek, nor ſparkle now her yet 
Faded each Grace, no ſmiling Feature warm 
Torn all her Trefles, blighted ev'ry Charm; 
Nor teeming Plenty now each Valley crowns, 
©1gves are her Sons, and Tradeleſs all her Towns. 
For this, behold yon peaceful Army fed ; 
For this, on Senates ſee my Bounty ſhed ; 
For this, what Wonders, Goddeſs, have I wrought ! 
How bully'd, begg'd, how treated, and how fought ; 
What wand'ring Maze of Error blunder'd thro”, 
And how repair'd old Blunders ſtill by new 
Hence the long Train of never-ending Jars, 
Of warful Peaces, and of peaceful Wars, 
ach my/tick Treaty of the mighty Store, 
\Vhich to explain, demands ten Treaties more 


ence Scarecrow Navies, floating Raree-Shows, 


fnd hence Ibera's Pride, and Britain's Wocs. 
The 


rn 
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Theſe wond'rous Works, O Goddeſs, have Ione, 
Works ever worthy Dulneſs* fav'rite Son. 


Lo! on thy Sons alone my — ſhow'r, 
None ſhare my Bounty that diſdain thy Pow'r: 
Yon Feathers, Ribbons, Titles light as Air, 
Behold thy choiceſt Children only ſhare ; 

Each views the Pageant with admiring Eyes, 
And fondly graſps the viſionary Prize; 

Now proudly ſpreads his Leading-/tring of State, 
And thinks to be a etch is to be Great. 


Bur turn, O Goddeſs, turn thine Eyes, and view 
The darling Leaders of thy pony Crew. 


FULL open-mouth'd . there behold, 
Aping a Tully, ſwell into a Scala, 
Grievous to mortal Ear ; As at the Place 
Where loud-tongu'd Virgins vend the ſcaly Race, 
Harſh Peals of vocal Thunder fill the Skies, 
And ftunning Sounds in hideous Diſcord riſe ; 
So when he tries the wond*rous Pow'r of Noiſe, 
Each hapleſs Ear's a Victim to his Voice. 
How bleft, O Cheſelden ! whoſe Art can mend 
Thoſe Ears N——e was ordain'd to rend. 


SEE H= ſecure in Silence fit, 
No empty Words betray his Want of Wit; 
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If Senſe in hiding Folly is expreſs d, 
O H-——:, thy Wiſdom ſtands conicis'd. 


To Dulnes ſacred Cauſe for ever true, 
Thy darling Caledonian, Goddeſs view, 
The Pride and Glory of thy Scotia's Plains, 
And faithful Leader of her venal Swains, 
Loaded he moves beneath a ſervile Weight, 
The dull laborious Pacſhorſe of the State; 
Drudges thro' Tracks of Infamy for Pay, 
And hackneys out his Conſcience by the Day : 
Yonder behold the buſy peerlefs Peer, 
With Aſpect meagre and important Air; 
His Form how Gothic, and his Looks how Sage 
He ſeems the living Plate of the Age. 
Bleſt Form ! in which alone thy Merit's ſeen, 
Since all thy Miſdom centers in thy Mien ! 


HERE E——, 4—b—le (for Senates fit) 
And //—4y the Wiſe in Council fit : 

Here Looby G-, Gr—m ever dull, 

By Birth a Senator, by Fate a Fl, 


WHILE theſe, Britannia, watchful o'er thy State, 
Maintain thine Honours, anc direct thy Fate, 
How ſhail admiring Nations round adore, 
Behold thy Greatneſs, tremble at thy Pow'r. 


How 
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How Sheba's come, invited by thy Fame, 
Revere thy Wiſdom, and extol thy Name ! 


Lo! to yon Bench now, Goddeſs, turn thine Eyes, 
And view thy Sons in ſolemn Dulneſs rife, 
All doating, wrinkled, grave, and gloomy, ſee 
Each Form confeſs thy dull Divinity ; | 
True to thy Cauſe, behold each frencher'd Sage 
Increas'd in Folly, as advanc'd in Age: 
Here Ch—r, learn'd in myſtic Prophecy, 
Confuting Collins, makes each Prophet lie: 
Poor Mociſtan by thy Smallöroo there aſſail'd, 
(als ſure convinc'd him, tho' the Prelate fail'd. 


Bur chief Paftorius, ever grave and dull, 
Devoid of Senſe, of Zeal divinely full, 
Retails his Squibs of Science o'er the Town, 
While Charges, Paſt ral, thro” each Street reſound; 
Theſe teach a heav'nly Jeſus to obey, 
While thoſe maintain an earthly Zþp;us Sway. 
Thy Goſpel Truth, Pajlorias, croſt we ſee, * 
While Cod and Mammon's ſerv'd at once by Thee. 


Wuo would not trim, ſpeak, vote, or Conſcience 
To lord it o'er a See, and ſwell in Lawn: (pawn, 


A Prelate noted for writing Spiritual Paſtorals and Tempo- 
ral Charges; in the one he endeavours to ſerve the Cauſe of 
Chriſtianity, in the other the Mammon of a Miniſtry. 


It 
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If Arts like theſe, O S——4, Honours claim, 
Than Thee none merits more the Prelate's Name : 
Wond'ring behold him faithful to his Fee, 

Proves Parliaments dependent to be free ; 

In Senates blunder, flounder, and diſpute, 

For ever reas'ning, never to confute. 

Since Courts for this their fated Gifts decree, 

Say what is Reputation to a See? 


Lo! o'er yon Flood IIe caſts his low'ring Eyes, 
And wiſhful ſees the rev'rend Turrets riſe. 
While Lambeth opens to thy longing View, 
Hapleſs ! the Mitre neer can bind thy Brow : 
Tho? Courts ſhould deign the Gift, how wond'rous hard 
By thy own Doctrines ſtill to be debar'd ; 


For if from Change * ſuch mighty Evil ſprings, 


Tranſlations ſure, O Z—e ! are ſinful Things. 


THESE Rulers ſee, and nameleſs Numbers more, 
O Goddeſs, of thy Train the choiceſt Store, 
Who Ignorance in Gravity entrench, 
And grace alike the Pulpit and the Bench. 


FULL plac'd and penſion'd fee H—r—o ftands ; 
Begrimm'd his Face, unpurify'd his Hands; 


A noted Sermon preached on the zoth of Fanzary on this 


Text, Moe be unto them that are given to Change, &c. 


Ts 
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To Decency he ſcorns all nice Pretence, 

And reigns firm Foe to Cleanlineſs and Senſe. 

How did H—r—) BRIT AIN's Cauſe advance 
How ſhine the Seven and Buffoon of France. 

In Senates now, how ſcold, how rave, how roar, 
Of Treaties run the tedious Train- trow o'er |! 
How blunder out whate' er ſhould be conceal'd, 
And how keep ſecret what ſhould be reveal'd | 
True Child of Dulneſs / ſee him, Goddeſs, claim 
Pow'r next myſelf, as next in Birth and Fame. 


Silence! ye Senates, while enribban'd 1——e 
Pours forth melodious Nothings from his Tongue ! 
How ſweet the Accents play around the Ear, 


Form'd of ſmooth Periods, and of well-tun'd Air! 


Leave, gentle e, the Senate's dry Debate, 
Nor labour *midft the Labyrinths of State; 

Suit thy ſoft Genius to more tender Themes, 
And ſing of cooling Shades, and purling Streams; 
With modern Sing- ſong murder ancient Plays, + 
Or warble in ſweet Ode a Brunſwict's Praiſe: 

So ſhall thy Strains in purer Dulneſs flow, 

And Laurels wither on a C—bb—-r's Brow. 


+ This Gentleman, with the Aſſiſtance of Roome, Concanen, 
and ſeveral others, committed a barbarous Murder on the Body 
of an old Comedy, by turning it into a modern Ballad Opera ; 
which was ſcarce exhibited on the Stage, before it was tho aght 


neceſſary to be contracted into one Act. 
ol 
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Say, can the Stateſman wield the Poet's Quill, 
And quit the Senate for Parnaſſus Hill? 

Since there no venal Vote a Penſion ſhares, 
Nor wants Apollo Lords Commiſſioners. 


TrarRe VV. and P » Goddeſs view, 
Firm in thy Cauſe, and to thy Apprus true : 
Lo! from their Labours what Reward betides ! 
One pays my Army, one my Navy guides. 


To dance, dreſs, ſing, and ſerenade the Fair, 
* Conduct a Finger, or reclaim a Hair, 
Yer baleful Tea with Females taught to blame, 
And ſpread a Slander o'er a Virgin's Fame; 
Form'd for thefe ſofter Airs ſhall H——ey ſtrain 
With ſtubborn Politicks his tender Brain! 
For Miniſters laborious Pamphlets write, 

In Senates prattle, and with Patriots fight ! 
Thy fond Ambition, pretty Youth, give o'er, 
Preſide at Balls, old Faſhions loſt reſtore ; 

So ſhall each Toilet in thy Cauſe engage, 
And H——ey ſhine a P——ro of the Age. 


BEHoLD a Star emblazon Os Coat, 
Not that the Knight has Merit, but a Vote. 


As this is the only living Inſtance of the ſurprizing Ge- 
nius and Abilities of * Wits, i could not forbear men- 


uoning it. 
, And 
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And here, O Goddeſs, num'rous Wrongheads trace. 
Lur'd by a Penſion, Ribband, or a Place. 


To murder Science, and my Cauſe defend, 
Now Shoals of Grubſtreet Garreteers deſcend ; 
From Schools and Deſes the writing Inſects crawl, 
Unlade their — and for Appius bawl. 


Lol to thy a Oſborne turn thine Eyes, 
Sec him o'er Politicks ſuperior riſe; 

While Caleb feels the Venom of his Quill, 

And wond'ring Minifters reward his Skill: 
Unlearn'd in Logic, yet he writes by Rule, 

And proves himſelf in Syllogiſm ——— a Fool; 
Now flies obedient, War wich Senſe to wage, 
And drags th' Idea thro” the painful Page: 
Unread, unanſwer'd, {till he writes again, 

Still ſpins the endleſs Cobweb of his Brain; 
Charm'd with each Line, reviewing what he writ, 
* his Stars, and wonders at his Wit. 


Nox leſs, O Walfongham, thy Worth appears 
Alike in Merit, tho? unlike in Years : 
II fated Youth ! what Stars malignant ſhed 


Their baneful Influence o'er thy brainleſs Head, 
Doom'd to be ever writing, never read | . 


For Bread to libel Liberty and Senſe, 
And damn thy Patron weakly with Defence. 
E 2 Drench d 
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Drench'd in the ſable Flood, O hadſt thou ill 


O'er Skins of Parchment drove thy venal Quill, 
At Temple Alehouſe told an idle Tale, 

And pawn'd thy Credit for a Mug of Ale; 
Unknown to Appius then had been thy Name, 
Unlac'd thy Coat, unſacrific'd his Fame; 


Nor vaſt unvended Reams would Peele deplore, 


As Victims deſtin'd to the Common-Shore. 


As Dunce to Dunce in endleſs Numbers breed, 
So to Concanen ſee a Ralph ſucceed, 
A tiny Witling of thefe Writing Days, 
Full fam'd for tuneleſs Rhimes, and ſhort-liv'd Plays. 
Write on my /uckle/s Bard, ſtill unaſham'd, 
Tho' burnt thy Journals, and thy Drama's damn'd ; 
*Tis Bread inſpires thy Politicks and Lays, 
Not "Thirſt of Immortality or Praiſe. 


THEsz, Goddeſs, view the choiceſt of thy Train, 
While yet unnumber'd Dunces ftill remain, 
Deans, Critics, Lawyers, Bards, a motley Crew, 
Lo Dulneſs faithful, as to Appius true. 


Enough, the Goddeſs cries, Enough I've ſeen, 

While theſe ſupport, ſecure my Son ſhall reign. 
Still ſhalt thou blund'ring rule Britannia's Fate, 

Still Grub/reet hail Thee Miniſter of State. 


n 
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SATIRE. 


Primores populi arripuit populumque tributim ; 
Scilicet uni æquus virtuti atque ejus amicis. Hor, 
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HONOUR 


SATIRE. 


OAD, Load the Pallet, Boy l' hark ! 


'D. «© HoGARTH cries, 
Paſt as I paint freſh Swarms of Fools 
« ariſe! 


“ Groups riſe on Groups, and mock the Pencil's Pow'r, 
«© To catch each new blown Folly of the Hour.” 


WII E hum'rous Ho AR TH paints each Folly dead: 
Shall Vice triumphant rear it's Hydra Head? as 
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At Satire's ſovereign Nod diſdain to ſhrink ? 
New Reams of Paper, and freſh Floods of Ink ! 
On then, my Muſe ! Herculean Labours dare, 
And wage with Virtue's Foes eternal War; 
Range thro' the Town in ſearch of ev'ry Ill, 
And cleanſe th* Augean Stable with thy Quill. 


4 Bur what avails the Poignance of the Song; 
& Since all (you cry) ſtill perſevere in Wrong? 
« Wouldcourtly Crimes toMuLGRAvE' sMuſe ſubmit? 
< Or bluſh'd the Monarch tho' a * WiLmoT writ ? 
cc Still pander Peers diſgrac'd the Rooms of State, 
« Still Cæſar's Bed ſuſtain'd a foreign Weight ; 
« Slaves worſhipp'd ſtill the golden Calf of Pow'r, 


* And Biſhops, bowing, bleſs'd the ſcarlet Whore. 


ce Shall then thy Verſe the guilty Great reclaim, 

« Tho' fraught with Drypen' s Heaven-deſcended 
Flame? 

4 Will Harpy H**2, from his . Store, 

« Drag forth one chearing Drachma to the Poor? 

& Or H **, unfaithful to the Seal, 

«© Throw in one Suffrage for the Public Weal ? 

« Pointleſs all Satire, and miſplac'd its Aim, 

C To wound the Boſom, that's obdur'd to Shame : 

“ The callous Heart ne'er feels the Goad within; 

t Few dread the Cenſure, who can dare the Sin.“ 


Earl of Rochefer. FR 
| Ho! 
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| Tro' on the Culprit's Cheek no Bluſh ſhould glow, 
Still let me mark him to Mankind a Foe : 
Strike but the Deer, however ſlight the Wound, 

It ſerves at leaſt to drive him from the ſound. 

Shall reptile Sinners frowning Juſtice fear, 

And pageant Titles privilege the Peer ? 

So falls the humbler Game in common Fields, 
While the branch'd Beaſt the royal Foreſt ſhields. 
On, Satire, then ! purſue thy gen'rous Plan, 

And wind the Vice, regardleſs of the Man. 

Rouze, rouze ! th' ennobl'd Herd for public Sport, 
And hunt them thro' the Covert of a Court. 


Jus as the Play'r the mimic Portrait draws, 
All claim a Right of Cenſure or Applauſe : 
What guards the Place-man from an equal Fate, 
Who mounts but Actor on the Stage of State? 
Subject alike to each Man's Praiſe and Blame, 
Each cvitic Voice the Fiat of his Fame; 
Tho! to the private ſome Reſpect we pay, 
All public Characters are public Prey: 
PiA-— and 6G——, let the Verſe forbear 
What ſanctifies the Treaſurer or Play v. 


GREAT in her laurel'd Sages Athens fee, 
Free flow'd her Satire while her Sons were free: 
Then purpl'd Guilt was dragg'd to public Shame ; 
And each Offence ſtood flagrant with a Name ; 
F W 
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Polluted Ermine no Reſpect could win, 


No hallow'd Lawn could ſanctify a Sin; 
Till tyrant Power uſurp'd a lawleſs Rule: 


Then ſacred grew the titled Knave and Fool; 


Then penal Statutes aw'd the poignant Song, 
And Slaves were taught that Kings could do no Prong. 


GvirtT ſtill is Guilt, to me, in Slave or King, 
Fetter'd in Cells, or garter'd in the Ring; 
And yet behold how various the Reward, 
WIIbp falls a Felon, W E mounts a Lord. 
The little Knave the Law's laſt Tribute pays, 


While Crowns around the great One's Chariot blaze. 


Blaze Meteors, blaze! to me is ſtill the ſame, 
The Cart of Juſtice and the Coach of Shame. 


SAY, what's Nobility, ye gilded Train ! 
Does Nature give it, or can Guilt ſuſtain ? 
Blooms the Form fairer, if the Birth be high ; 
Or takes the vital Stream a richer Dye ? 
What ! tho” a long Patrician Line ye claim, 
Are noble Souls entail'd upon a Name ? 
Anſtis may ermine out the lordly Earth, 
Virtue's the Herald that proclaims its Worth. 


*» Tho' the Perſon here meant, has indeed paid the Debt of 
Nature, yet, as he left that of Juſtice unſatisfy'd, the Author 
apprehends that the Public are indiſputably entitled to the Aſ- 
ſets of his Reputation. | 


HENcE 
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Hence mark the Radiance of a Stanhope's Star, 
And Glow-worm glitter of thine D. 
Ignoble Splendor ! that but ſhines to all, 

'The humble Badge of a Court Hoſpital. 
Let lofty LV wave his nodding Plume, 
Boaſt all the bluſhing Honours of the Loom, Y 
Reſplendent Bondage no Regard can bring, On 1 
Tis Met huen's Heart muſt dignify the String. f 


Vice levels all, however high or low; 
And all the Difference but conſiſts in Show. 
Who aſks an Alms, or ſupplicates a Place, 
Alike is Beggar, tho' in Rags or Lace: 
Alike his Country's Scandal and its Curſe, 
Who vends a Vote, or who purloins a Purſe ; | 
Thy Gamblers Br:dewell, and St. 78's Bites, = 
The Rooks of Mordington's, and Sharks at White's. '$ 


«© Why will you urge, Eugenio crys, your Fate? 
&« Affords the Town no Sins but Sins of State? 
% Perches Vice only on the Court's high Hill? 
&« Or yields Life's Vale no Quarry for the Quill ?'? 

_ Manners, like Faſhions, ftill from Courts deſcend, 
And what the Great begin, the Vulgar end. 

If vicious, then, the Mode, correct it here; 

He ſaves the Peaſant, who reforms the Peer. 


2 What 


— 
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What Hounſioto Knight would ſtray from Honour's Patl:, 
If guided by a Brother of the B*h ? 


Hoxovuk's a Miſtreſs all Mankind purſue ; 
Yet moſt miſtake the falſe One, for the true : 
Lur'd by the Trappings, dazzl'd by the Paint, 

We worſhip oft the Idol for the Saint. 

Courted by all, by few the Fair is won, 

Thoſe loſe who ſeek her, and thoſe gain who ſhun : 
Naked ſhe flies to Merit in Diſtreſs, 

And leaves to Courts the Garniſh of her Dreſs. 


Tu E million'd Merchant ſeeks her in his Gold; 
In Schools the Pedant, and in Camps the Bold: 
The Courtier views her with admiring Eyes, 
Hlutter in Ribbons, or in Titles riſe: 

Sir Epicene enjoys her in his Plume; 

Mp in the learned Wainſcot of a Room: 
By various Ways, all woo the modeft Maid 
Yet loſe the Subſtance, graſping at the Shade. 


uo, fmiling, ſees not with what various Strife, 
Man blindly runs the giddy Maze of Life ? 
To the fame End, ftill diff rent Means employs, 
This builds a Church, a Temple That deftroys ; 
Both anxious to obtain a deathleſs Name, | 
Yet erring, both miſtake Report for Fame. 
REPORT, 
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REPORT, tho? Vulture-like the Name it bear, 
Drags but the carrion Carcaſs thro” the Air 
While Fame, Jove's nobler Bird, ſuperior flies, 
And, ſoaring, mounts the Morta! to the Skies. 
So * RICHARD's Name to diſtant Ages borne, 
Unhappy RIcHAR̊ ſtill is Britain's Scorn : 

Be EpwWARPD's wafted on Fan's eagle Wing, 
Each Patriot mourns the long departcd King ; 
Yet thine, OEpwarp! i. !l wo ** s yield, 
And Deitingen eclipſe a Cr:/jy s Field. 


| - 
| | 
1 


Traro' Life's wild Ocean, who would ſafely roam, 

And bring the golden Fleece of Glory home, 

Muſt heedful ſhun the barking Scylla's Roar, 

And fell Charybd:s' all-devouring Shoar ; 

With ſteady Helm an equal Courſe ſupport, 

Twixt Faction's Rocks, and Quickſands of a Court; 

By Virtue's Beacon ftill direct his Aim, 

Thro' Honour's Channel to the Port of Fame. 


YET, on this Sea, how all Mankind are toſt, 
For one that's ſav'd, what Multitudes are loſt ! 
Miſguided by Ambition's treach'rous Light, 

Thro' Want of Skill, few make the Harbour right. 


W 0 
© vw 


, 
: 
| 


Hence mark what Wrecks of Virtue, Friendſhip, 
For four dead Letters added to a Name ! [Fame, 


® Richard the d. 


Whence 
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Whence dwells ſuch Syren Muſic in a Word, 

Or ſounds not Brutus noble as My Lord? 

Tho' Crownets, Pv, blazon on thy Plate, 
Adds the baſe Mark one Scruple to its Weight ? 
Tho” Sounds Patrician, ſwell thy Name, O S*ps! 
Stretches one Acre thy Plebeian Lands? 

Say, the proud Title meant to plume the Son, 
Why gain by Guilt, what Virtue might have won? 
Vain ſhall the Son his herald n trace, 
Whoſe Parent Peer 's but Patriot in Diſgrace. 


VAN, on the folemn Head of hoary Age, 
Totters the Mitre, if Ambition's Rage, 
To mammon Pow'r, the hallow'd Heart incline, 
And Titles only mark the Prieft divine. 
Bleſt Race ! to whom the golden Age remains, 
Eaſe without Care, and Plenty without Pains; 
For you the Earth unlabour'd Treaſure yields, 
And the rich Sheaves ſpontaneous crown the Fields; 
No toilſom Dews pollute the rev rend Brow, 
Each holy Hand unharden'd by the Plow ; 
Still burſt the ſacred Garners with their Store, 
And Flails, unceafing, thunder on the Floor. 


O bounteous Heaven ! yet Heav'n how ſeldom ſhares, 
The titheful Tribute of the Prelate's Pray' rs! 
Loft to the Stall, in S**s ſtill they nod, 

And all the Monarch ſteals them from the Gd; 
3 Thy 


But P**M ſmiles, who trembled once to hear. 
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Thy Praiſes, B w- k, every Breaſt inſpire, 

The Throne their Altar, and the Court their Choir ; 
Here earlier Incenſe they devoutly bring, 

Here everlaſting Hallelujahs fing ; 
Thou ! only Thou ! almighty to 
Thou their great golden Deity of State. 


tran Hat ts 


Wyo ſeeks on Merit's Stock to graft Succeſs, 
In vain invokes the Ray of Pow'r to bleſs 
The Stem, too ſtubborn for the courtly Soil, 
With barren Branches mocks the virtuous Toil. 
More pliant Plants the royal Regions ſuit, 
Where Knowledge ftill is held forb:idt/en Fruit. 
*Tis theſe alone the kindly Nurture ſhare, 
And all Heſperia's golden Treaſures bear. 


LE Folly ſtill be Fortune's fordling Heir, 
And Science meet a Step-dame in the Fair. 
Let Courts, like Fortune, diſinherit Senſe, 
And take the idiot Charge from Providence. 
The idiot Head, the Cap and Bells may fit, 
But how diſguiſe a L***x and PET? 


O! once lov'd Youths! Britannia's blooming Hope, 
Fair Freedom's Twins, and once the Theme of Pops : ; 
What wond”ring Senates on your Accents hung, 

E'er Flattery's Poiſon chill'd the patriot Tongue ? 
Rome's ſacred Thunder awes no more the Ear, 


Sax, 
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| SAy, whence this Change, leſs galling is the Chain, 
Tho? W##*p, C***r, ora PM reign? 
If S**s ſtill the poiſonous Bane imbibe, 
And every Palm grows callous with the Bribe ; 
If {:n long Years mature the venal Voice, 
ile Freedom mourns her long defrauded Choice; 
If Juftice waves o'er Fraud a lenient Hand, 
And the red Locuſt rages thro* the Land. 


SUNK in theſe Bonds, to BRITAIN what avails, 
Who wields her Swords, or balances her Scales. 
Veer round the Compaſs, Change to Change ſuccecd, 
| By every Son, the Mother now muſt bleed: 
Vain all her Hoſts, on Foreign Shores array'd, 
Tho' loſt by W**H, or preferv'd by W#E. 
Fleets once which ſpread thro' diſtant Worlds * Name! 
Now ride inglorious Trophies of her Shame ; * 
While fading Laurels ſhade her drooping Head, (dead! 
And mark her BURLE1GHs, BLAKEs, and MaLBRos 


Such were thy Sons, O happy IsLz ! of old, 
In Counſel prudent, and in Action bold : 


* Alluding to the ever-memorable No Fichr in the Me- 
diterranean: As the Nation was unluckily the only Vic- 
tim on that Occaſion, the Lenity of our Aquarian Judicature 
has, I think, evidently prov'd, that a Caurt- Martial and u | 
Martial-Court are by no Means ſynonimous Terms. 


Now 


e- 
c- 
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Now view a PM puzzling o'er thy Fate, 
Loft in the Maze of a perplex'd Debate : 
And ſage N***e, with fraternal Skill, 
Guard the nice Conduct of a Nation's Quill. 
See Truncheons trembling in the Coward Hand, 
Fho' bold Rebellion half ſubdue the Land; 
While Ocean's Gop, indignant, wreſts again 
The long deputed Trident of the Main.“ 


SLEEP our /aft Heroes in the ſilent Tomb? 


I Why ſpring no future Worthies from the Womb ? 
Not Nature ſure, ſince Nature's ſtill the fame, 


But Education bars the Road to Fame. 
Who hopes for Wiſdom's Crop muſt till the Soul, 
And Virtue's early Leſſon ſhould controul : 


To the young Breaſt, who Valour would impart, 1 


Muſt plant it by Example in the Hcart. 


E'ER BRI Alx fell to mimic Modes a Prey, 
And took the foreign Poliſh of our Day, 


Train'd to the martial Labours of the Field, 


Our Youth were taught the maſly Spear to wield ; 


*The Reader will readily conclude theſe Lines were writ- 
ten before our worthy Admirals Axs ON and WarReN had fo 


eminently diſtinguiſh'd themſeivez in the Service of their 
Country. 


8 In 


In Halcyon ?.-1ce, beneath whoſe downy Wings, 


Wich Rome's fam'd Chiefs, and Grecian Sages rove, 
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The Mercaant ſmiles, and labouring Peaſant ſings, 
With Civil Arts to guard their Country's Cauſe, 
Direct her Counſels, and defend her Laws: 
Hence a long Race of ancient Worthies roſe, 
Adorn'd the Land, and triumph'd o'er our Foes. 


Ye ſacred Shades | who thro” th' Elyſian Grove, 


Bluſh to behold what Arts your Offspring grace, 
Each fopling Heir now marks his Sire's Diſgrace ; 
An Embrio Breed ! of ſuch a doubtful Frame, 
You ſcarce could know the Sex but by the Name: 
Fraught with the native Follies of his Home, 
Torn from the Nurſe, the Babe of Birth muſt roam ; 
Thro' foreign Climes exotic Vice explore, 

And cull each Weed, regardleſs of the Flow'r ; 
Proud of thy Spoils, O Italy and France! 

The foft enervate Strain, and cap'ring Dance; 
From Seguan's Streams, and winding Banks of Po, 
He comes, ye Gods! an all-accompliſh'd Beau! 
Unhumaniz'd in Dreſs, with Cheek fo wan! 

He mocks Gop's Image in the mimic Man: 

Great Judge of Arts! o'er Toilets now preſides, 
Corres our Faſhions, or an Opera guides; 

From Tyrant HAx DEL rends th' Imperial Bay, 

And guards the Magna Charta of — Sol. fa. 
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Sick of a Land where Virtue dwells no more, 
See LIBERTY prepar'd to quit our Shore, 
Pruning her Pinions, on yon beacon'd Height 
The Goddeſs ſtands, and meditates her Flight; 
Now ſpreads her Wings, unwilling yet to fly, 
Again o'er BRIT Alx caſts a pitying Eye; 

Loath to depart, methinks I hear her ſay, 

«© I by urge me thus, ungrateful Is LE, away ! 

«© For you, I left Achaia's happy Plains, 

© For you reſign'd my Romans to their Chains; 

« Here fondly fix'd my laſt lov'd favourite Seat, 

& And midft the mighty Nations made T Hee great; 
« Why urge me then, ungrateful Is LE, away ! 
Again ſhe, ſighing, fays, or ſeems to ſay. 


O STANngoPe ! * ſrill'd in every moving Art, 
That charms the Ear, or captivates the Heart ! 
Be your's the Taſk, the Goddeſs to retain, 

And call her Parent ViRTue back again; 
Improve your Pew'r a ſinking Land to ſave, 
And vindicate the Servant from the Slave: 
O] teach the vaſſal Courtier how to ſhare 
The Royal Favour with the Public Pray'r: 


Earl of Cheſterfield. 
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Like Latium's * GEN us ftem thy Country's Doom, 
And, tho' a Cs AR ſmile, remember Rome ; 
With all the Patriot dignify the Place, 

And prove at leaſt one Stateſman may have Grace. 


© BxuTvus. 
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